nimbly under the table, which she thought must have sunk into
the earth; for when she reached it there was nothing there. And
when she resorted to her bible again the wind snatched thirty
more pages out of it and scattered them in dust over the trees.
After this adventure the black girl felt distinctly sulky. She had
not found God; her bible was half spoilt; and she had lost her
temper twice without any satisfaction whatever. She began to ask;
herself whether she had not overrated white beards and old age
and nightshirts as divine credentials. It was lucky that this was
her mood when she came upon a remarkably good looking clean
shaven white young man in a Greek tunic. She had never seen
anything like him before. In particular there was a lift and twist
about the outer corners of his brows that both interested and re-
pelled her.
"Excuse mejDaas," she said. "You have knowing eyes. I am in
search of God. Can you direct me?"
"Do not trouble about that" said the young man. "TaJke the
world as it comes; for beyond it there is nothing. All roads end
at the grave> which is the gate of nothingness; and in the shadow
of nothingness everything is vanity. Take my advice and seek no
further than the end of your nose. You will always know that
there is something beyond that; and in that knowledge you will
be hopeful and happy."
"My mind ranges further" said the black girl. "It is not right to
shut one's eyes. I desire a knowledge of God more than happiness
or hope. God is my happiness and my hope."
"How if you find that there is no God?" said the young man.
"I should be a bad woman if I did not know that God exists"
said the black girl.
"Who told you that?" said the young man. "You should not
let people tie up your mind with such limitations. Besides,, why
should you not be a bad woman?"
"That is nonsense" said the black girl "Being a bad woman
meansjbeing something you ought not to be."
"Then you must find out what you ought to be before you can
tell whether you are a good woman or a bad one."
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